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I have run out of stamps again. 
And I don’t like getting them from 
the servants. It is so apt to cause 
mistakes. It is really very stupid 
of me. Have you any, Marion ?’ 

Marion was Leo’s big sister. She was 
fifteen. 

‘I have one or two—yes, three, Marion 
answered. ‘ Will that do, mamma ?’ 

‘Tt must do ; oh yes, I think there are only 
three letters that really matter. I can’t send 
for any so late. The servants are all busy; 
these letters can be put in the pillar-box just 

. But I really must not let myself 


é ae n out of stamps in this way.’ 
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‘Some days you have so many more letters 
than others. It must be difficult to know 
how many stamps you need,’ said Marion, 
who thought mamma so perfect that she did 
not even like to hear her calling herself 
‘stupid’ for running short of stamps. 

‘T wish we had a post-office in the house,’ 
said Cynthia, the next sister. ‘I did so want 
a postcard to send to Fletcher's to order 
my new piece of music, and when I was out 
I forgot to get any, though mamma said I 
might buy a whole packet. It’s cheaper— 
for you get twelve for eightpence, and if 
you buy one at a time it’s a penny each.’ 

‘Or two for three-halfpence,’ said Leo. 
‘That would make ninepence for twelve, not 
eightpence.’ 

‘That’s just like Leo,’ said Cynthia; ‘he’s 
always counting about money and things like _ 
that. You’re a regular little merchant, Leo.’ 

‘Don’t laugh at him,’ said his mother. ‘He 
is very careful and exact, and being careful 
and exact doesn’t need to make anyone selfish 
or miserly. Leo has always money ready for 
birthdays and Christmag presents.’ 

Leo looked pleased, but he did not say 
anything ; he was always rather a silent little 


boy. But later that same evening, when he 
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knew that his mother would be alone, he came 
up to her quietly. 

‘Mamma, he said, ‘I want to ask you 
something. Would you mind letting me have 
a little money out of my packet ?’ 

‘What for, dear?’ she asked. 

Leo grew rather red. 

‘It was what you were saying about running 
out of stamps that put it in my head,’ he 
said. ‘And what Cynthia said too about my 
being like a merchant—I would like to be 
a merchant, mamma, if that means selling 
things. I’d awfully like to have a shop, but 
of course I can’t—at least not a proper shop. 
But oh, mamma, I’ve been thinking if I 
might have a post-office, and Leo's eyes 
- gleamed with eagerness. 

‘A post-office, my dear boy!’ said his 
mother, ‘ how could you have a post-office ?’ 

‘Oh, of course I don’t mean a regular post- 
office. I couldn't have telegraphs, nor get 
people to post their letters in our letter-box. 
You wouldn’t like it, would you, mamma ?’ 
he said gravely. ‘But I just mean a post- 
office for selling stamps, and postcards, and 
perhaps newspaper wrappers. And wouldn't 
it be nice for you, mamma, always to be able 
+ to get stamps in a minute, however late it 
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was—you ’d never have to say you’d run out” 
of them, then ?’ 

Mamma smiled. 

“Yes, that would be very nice, certainly,’ 
she said. ‘But it wouldn’t be much good 
to you, Leo, if you gave your trouble and 
lent your money for nothing? You should 
make some profit, even if it were only a half- 
penny on a dozen stamps.’ 

‘Or a penny on twelve postcards,’ said 
Leo consideringly. ‘I might buy a whole 
packet and sell them in ones or twos. That 
would be very nice. But even without that, 
I would so like to have a post-office, mamma. 
It would really be a help to you.’ 

So it was settled. Mamma gave Leo five 
shillings out of his ‘packet,’ which was a 
private savings-bank she kept for him, and 
Leo, as happy as a king, set off to the 
chemist’s shop round the corner, which was 
the nearest post-office in the neighbourhood, 
and laid out the whole five shillings in penny 
stamps, halfpenny stamps, a packet of post- 
cards, another of newspaper wrappers, a few 
twopence-halfpenny stamps, and two or three 
foreign postcards, just in case mamma were 
writing to France, or Germany, as she some- 
times did. The chemist did look rather 
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astonished at such extensive purchases, but 
he was very civil and obliging; and as he 
was a nice man, Leo felt glad he had gone 
to him instead of to the big post-office a 
quarter of a mile off. 

‘For he must gain something on as much 
as five shillings,’ thought Leo. 

‘Then he came home and began to make 
his arrangements. He had to consult his 
sisters about them, but they were very kind 
and very much interested, and were quite 
pleased that the post-office should be in the 
schoolroom, which of course was as much their 
room as Leo’s. 

There was a little old-fashioned cupboard 
or bookcase in the schoolroom, in which, above 
the enclosed part which had glass doors, were 
two little drawers not used for anything in 
particular. On these drawers Leo had set 
his heart. ‘They would be just the thing, 
he thought. And luckily Marion and, Cynthia 
thought the same. So the drawers were 
cleared of such contents as they had, and Leo 
set to work. 

In one drawer he arranged all his wares, 
as neatly as possible—using the lids of some 
old cardboard boxes as divisions. There were 
the penny stamps in one, the halfpenny ones 
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in another, the wrappers and post-cards behind. 
And as of course Leo could not stand all 
day long at the post-office to wait for people 
coming to buy, he made the second drawer 
into his ‘till’ In this he made divisions too, 
one for the money paid for stamps, another 
for that for postcards, and so on. Each 
division was marked accordingly, so that every 
morning or evening he could count up his 
sales, and see that all was right. Besides 
all this, he wrote out in his neatest, roundest 
writing a set of rules for ‘Hertford Square 
Post-office, as he called it, and to the card 
on which these rules were written he fastened 
a pencil by a long string, as he had seen done 
in real post-offices for telegrams, and a number 
of tiny little papers on which everybody who 
bought stamps was to mark down the number 
they had had, and to drop the little paper 
into the drawer. 

And then with great triumph he summoned 
mamma and his sisters, and Miss Nesbitt, 
and nurse, and the butler, and in short every- 
body he could get hold of, to come and 
admire. 
Tt is really very neat. and nice,’ said 
mamma; and by way of ‘handsel’ or ‘good- 
luck’ to the new post-office, she immedi- 
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ately bought six stamps, for which she gave 
a whole penny extra, though Leo explained 
that of course he did not expect that 
usually. 

‘I hope your rules will be kept,’ said Marion 
who had been reading them over. ‘The 
principal one is about paying at once. Well, 
of course, that’s a very good rule. It is so 
easy to forget to pay for such little things, 
if one doesn’t do it at once. And then about 
the time of closing every evening.’ 

‘ At eight o’clock—when I go to bed,’ Leo 
said. ‘I shall come round then for the last 
time and shut up.’ 

*But, said Cynthia, ‘supposing mamma 
wanted a stamp quite late at night. It might 
happen, you know, and that was to be the 
good of having a post-office in the house. 
And if you had locked them all up’ 

‘I can’t lock them up,’ said Leo; ‘there’s 
no key.’ 

‘Well, then,’ said Marion, ‘I think you 
should make a rule that if mamma wants 
anything after eight, she should be allowed 
to have it, or if any one else does, they might 
too, if they got her to sign one of the papers. 
Of course it wouldn't often happen, but just 
in case.’ 
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‘Very well, Leo agreed; ‘1’ll add on that 
new rule,’ and so he did. 

All went well for some time. The stock, 
of stamps especially, was sold out several times 
in the course of the first week or two, and 
everybody paid regularly. Once or twice, it 
must be owned, Cynthia forgot to pay, and 
more than once or twice people forgot to 
mark down what they had taken. But 
Cynthia was always ready with her pennies 
as soon as Leo asked her, and except for this 
the money was all right. More than all 
right indeed, for one day a friend of his 
mother’s made such big purchases that he 
was quite cleared out, and had to set off to 
the chemist’s at once, and thanks to this and 
to other smaller profits, by the end of the 
first week he had gained threepence, and by 
the end of the second, twopence-halfpenny 
more. 

So Leo began to think his post-office a 
great success. 

But one morning he had a start. 

He had left all quite correct the evening 
before; the money was right, and he knew 
exactly how many stamps he had left, when 
he had made his Jast round, as he called it, 
at bedtime; but this morning, though the 
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money was the same, the stamps were not; 
three penny ones were gone. 
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One morning he had a start. 


Leo counted them all over and over again, 
‘to be quite sure,’ even though in his heart 


LEO’S POST-OFFICE. 15 


he had. been quite sure from the first. Then 
he ran up-stairs to ask his mother if possibly 
she had taken them after he was in bed, and 
forgotten to mark them down. No, mamma 
had not had any. Leo began to look quite 
distressed. 

‘Don’t worry about it, said his mother. 
‘Tt’s the first time anything has gone wrong. 
I will pay the threepence, dear. It has just 
been some mistake.’ 

Leo thanked her and ran off, determining 
to count more carefully than ever. And for 
two or three days all was right. Then again, 
one morning, it happened again that stamps 
were missing. Two penny and one halfpenny 
this time! , 

‘Dear, dear, thought Leo, ‘I don’t like 
this at all, and again mamma was con- 
sulted. ‘If this goes on,’ he said, ‘I must 
give it up.’ 

But mamma advised him to wait a little; 
perhaps some one would remember having 
taken them. 

So Leo waited, though far from easy in his 
mind. Only one thing consoled him. 

‘If it was a robber,’ he thought, ‘they’d 
have been more likely to take the pennies 
than the stamps.’ 
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For some days poor Leo was in great 
trouble about the strange disappearance of 
his stamps. He asked everybody, but 
nobody had had any they had not paid for. 
And he was sure nobody in the house 
would say what was not true. He began to 
think of robbers and burglars, only, as Ben- 
jamin the footman reminded him, ‘It wasn’t 
common-sense to suppose burglars’d steal 
postage-stamps and nought else; not that 
there was much chance of silver plate about. 
Mr Trey, the butler, and he—Benjamin him. 
self—was a deal too sharp.’ 4 

Benjamin seemed a little cross about the 
stamps, and so did Trev, Leo thought. And 
mamma advised him to say no more about it. 
If it happened again—well, she began to be - 
afraid he would have to give up his post-office, 
and for some evenings, to make quite sure, 
she counted them over herself with him at 
bedtime, and as they cach time proved right 
the next morning, she almost thought Leo 
must have miscounted. 

But alas! Two mornings after that, and 
again stamps were missing, two this time, 
and, by way of variety this time, a newspaper 
wrapper ! 

‘It really is very queer,’ said Leo’s mother 
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when he flew to tell her of the new troubles. 
‘T really do feel as if I would like to find out 
who takes them. I’ve a great mind to sit up 
late one evening and watch.’ 

‘Oh no, mamma, please don’t,’ said poor 
Leo, looking quite frightened; ‘at least if 
you do, you must let me sit up too. Just 
think if it was real robbers,’ for he could not 
quite get the idea out of his head that 
burglars after all might have to do with 
it. 

Mamma laughed, but still she promised him 
that she would choose a night when his father 
was at home. 

‘IT don’t think I should care to sit up late 
all alone,’ she said, ‘even though I don’t 
think it likely that burglars are stealing your 
stamps, Leo.’ 

Now I must explain that Leo’s father was 
avery busy man. Some evenings he did not 
get home till long after not only Leo, but his 
big sisters and even his mother, were in bed, 
and sometimes he had to go off so early in the 
morning that for several days together, now 
and then, they scarcely saw him. This was 
a great trouble to them all, for they were 
very fond indeed of their father, and he was 
very fond of them. But it could not be 
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helped for the present, though Leo was 
already looking forward to the time when 
he should ‘be a man,’ and able to help 
papa. 

Lately, since Leo had started his post-office, 
his father had been even extra busy, and if 
he had heard about the matter at all, he had 
not paid much attention, or else he had quite 
forgotten it. The schoolroom in these chil- 
dren’s house was at the end of the hall, and 
between it and the dining-room was a tiny 
little book-room or study, where their father 
kept all his own papers, and where he used to 
write when he was at home. Sometimes when 
he came home very late and let himself in 
with his latchkey, he would go straight to 
this little room, where a good fire was kept 
up, and there he would write answers to any 
letters he found waiting for him, and leave 
them on the hall-table all ready to be posted 
the very first thing in the morning by which- 
ever of the servants was the earliest about; 
but I don’t think any of the children or 
their mother knew of this custom of his, 
as it had never happened to come in their 
way. 

The very evening of the day on which Leo 
and his mother had been talking so seriously 
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about the missing stamps, papa, for a wonder, - 
came home quite early. It was really a great 
treat to them all. He had dinner quite com- 
fortably with mamma, and after dinner, when 
Marion and Cynthia and Leo were all in the 
drawing-room as usual, they kept saying to 
each other how nice it was to have papa with 
them. 

‘If only you could come home every day as 
early as this,’ said Cynthia to him. 

‘But perhaps if I could, you wouldn't 
think so much of me, said her father 
laughing. 

‘And I’m afraid mamma wouldn’t let me 
sit up till nine every night,’ said Leo, who 
had got an hours grace this evening. 
‘Mamma,’ he went on, coming close to her 
and whispering, ‘do you think you'll sit up 
to-night and watch? I wouldn’t mind you 
doing it with papa, you know.’ 

‘T’ll see about it, said his mother, smiling, 
while his father looked up and asked what 
they were whispering about—it was a shame 
to have secrets from him when he was so 
seldom at home! 

And as he spoke, he got up slowly from his 
comfortable chair by the fire. 

‘I’m afraid I must go down-stairs to 
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- the study,’ he said. ‘I have some letters 
to write, though I do feel very lazy about 
it.’ 

But immediately a cry was set up. 

‘O papa, do wait till we’ve gone to bed, 
said the three voices. ‘We shall be going in 
half an hour.’ 

So of course papa gave in. 

Mamma had an interesting book to read 
after the children had gone to bed, and their 
father had left her to write his letters. She 
read on for some time, and then she began to 
feel chilly, and looking up she saw that the 
fire was getting low. 

‘Tl go down to the study,’ she thought. 
‘There’s sure to be a good fire there.’ 

As she went down-stairs it struck her that 
she would take a look into the schoolroom, and 
just notice if the ‘post-office’ drawers were 
shut, and all looking as usual. 

‘I might even,’ she said to herself, ‘count 
the stamps and compare my counting with 
Leo’s to-morrow.’ 

But it was dark in the schoolroom. The 
fire, however, was not quite out; she turned to 
look for a match or a spill to light one of the 
candles. Her back was turned to the door, 
but as she stood there she heard it creak a 
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little as some one pushed it open and came 
into the room. And this some one, much to 
her surprise, marched straight up to the stamp 
drawer, not to the money one, as if well 
acquainted with the arrangements, and by the 
light which came in from the hall stood quietly 
helping himself to some stamps. And who do 
you think it was? Why no one in the world 
but Leo’s father himself! 

Mamma all but burst out laughing, but she 
managed to stay quite still for a moment. 
Then she called out: ‘What are you doing 
in that drawer ?” 

It was papa’s turn to jump then! But he 
soon got over his start. 

‘What are you doing there all by yourself 
in the dark?’ he said. ‘And what should I 
be doing but taking a stamp or two, of course,’ 
he went on, coolly. ‘I’ve always forgotten to 
say what a good idea it is to have stamps and 
wrappers and things so handy here. I never 
knew you kept them here till a few nights 
ago, when I came in here to see if there was 
any coal, as my fire was nearly out, and the 
drawer was open.’ 

‘Ah,’ thought Mamma, ‘Leo did say he 
had asked Cynthia to shut it the night he 
had a headache, and no doubt she forgot.’ 
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‘And,’ papa 
went on, ‘I 
was so glad to 
see where the 


i 


stamps 


were, 


as I sometimes 


run 
Since 
I’ve 


short. 
then 
helped 


myself to what- 
ever I wanted, 
two or three 
times.’ 

‘So you are 
the culprit,’ 
Leo’s mother 
ex¢laimed, 
laughing. And 
then she told 
thewhole story. 
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whole shilling into the ‘ till,” which more than 
put Leo’s accounts straight. And the next 
day he did something still nicer. He brought 
Leo home the neatest little letter-weigher 
you ever saw, and told him to add a new rule, 
to say that letters should be weighed at a 
charge of a farthing each, in case anyone was 
in doubt how many stamps to put on. And 
he also gave Leo a present of a packet of big 
envelopes of different sizes, which he told him 
he might sell for a halfpenny each, as they 
were thick and strong. So Leo’s business is 
flourishing and increasing very much, and he 
has even thoughts of adding luggage labels 
and registered-letter envelopes to his stock in 
trade. 

And since the night that mamma watched 
for the burglars, not a single stamp or postcard 
or anything has ever been missing. 


BRAVE + LITTLE + DENIS. 


The brave man is not he who feels no fear, 

For that were stupid and irrational ; 

But he whose noble soul its fear subdues, 

And bravely dares the danger nature shrinks from. 
JOANNA BAILLIE. 


CHAPTER I.—WHAT IS ‘BRAVE?’ 


Ge we HE news had come up to the nursery, 
(ONG 
« ’ and there was great excitement and 
rejoicing. Linda and Nettie chat- 
aj» tered so fast, and had so many ques- 
ka tions to ask, that the ‘big’ boys, 
Alex and Lambert, when they came 
in to tea could not at first find out what it 
was all about, or get anyone to explain. 
And when at last baby—Miss Baby, who was 
two years old and quite understood that, when 
nurse wanted to speak, it was not the time 
to pull her shoes off and complain that ‘hers 
toes was told ’—condescended to be quiet and 
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let poor nurse answer, the noise did not grow 
any less, I can assure you. 

‘Going to Baronscourt for Christmas. 
Hurrah!’ shouted Alex. ‘Three cheers for 
Granny, Lambert, which Lambert was only 
too ready to join in. 

‘Do you think Granny will make us a 
Christmas-tree, nurse 2’ asked Nettie. 

‘She should, said Linda, ‘because of miss- 
ing last year, you know.’ 

‘Me kismas-tee, too,’ said Baby. 

‘Silly little girl, everybody can’t have a 
Christmas-tree for themselves,’ said Linda; at 
which snub Baby began her preparations for 
a scream, which was only averted by Alex 
good-naturedly picking up his little sister 
and instructing her to give three cheers for 
Granny. 

‘Now join too, Denis,’ said Linda. ‘Why 
don’t you cheer too ?’ 

* Denis raised his grave little face. 

‘I want to finish this story, he said, drop- 
ping his eyes again on the book in his hands. 

‘What a fancy he’s taken for reading, all 
of a sudden,’ said Linda in a lower voice to 
nurse. ‘J don’t believe he understands it. 
He reads awfully slowly when he’s at his 
lessons.’ 
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‘Well, Miss Linda, he’s only five,’ said 
nurse. ‘It’s nice for him to find something 
to keep him quiet sometimes. But he is 
rather strange this afternoon. I don’t know 
what he’s got in his head, sitting there by 
himself, though to be sure he’s always a good 
bit quieter than his brothers.’ 

‘He’s such a baby for his age,’ said Linda, 
rather contemptuously. ‘When Alex was 
seven—that’s only two years older than Denis 
is now—he could do all sorts of things—jump 
his pony and play cricket, and’ 

‘I don’t think you can remember much 
about it, Linda,’ said Alex, who had over- 
heard her. ‘When I was seven you were 
only five, and that’s three years ago, and 
when Lam was five he couldn’t do any better 
- than Den.’ 

‘Because Lambert was delicate, and Denis 
is not a bit delicate; he’s just very babyish,’ 
said Linda, turning away, as if that settled 
the question. 

Denis looked up and opened his lips as if 
going to speak, but then shut them again 
and said nothing. 

‘Aren't you glad to go to Baronscourt, 
Den? said gentle little Nettie, the sister who 
came next him in age. She was sitting beside 
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him at the tea-table, and spoke in rather a 
low voice. ‘Don’t you remember how pretty 
it is there? It’s only six months since 
we were there last. You can’t have for- 
gotten it.’ 

‘No,’ said Denis; ‘I’ve not forgotten it.’ 

‘Then, aren’t you glad to go ?’ 

‘I’m glad to see Granny and Prince,’ said 
Denis ; but that was all Nettie could get out 
of him. 

He was always a quiet little boy, but 
during the next few days, if anyone had 
noticed him closely, it would have been seen 
that he was even quieter than usual. But 
these next few days were very busy ones, 
for the Christmas visit to Baronscourt had 
been decided on hurriedly, and the nursery 
arrangements were rather upset. Only once, 
when the children’s mother had come up to 
see them, she noticed Denis sitting silently 
in a corner with a very grave look on his 
little face. 

‘Is he not well?’ she asked nurse, and 
nurse, after a glance in the child’s direction, 
replied ‘that she did not think he was ill; 
he was often very beg mee would pass off 
again,’ 

‘The change to aronecsae will brighten 
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him up,’ said his mother. And then she 
went on to tell nurse some of the arrange- 
ments. 

‘I had a letter this morning, she said. 
‘The house will be very full, but they can 
take us all in. The girls will have the little 
room next to mine, and the boys will have 
the turret room at the end of the picture 
gallery.’ 

A movement beside her made her stop and 
look round. Denis had left his corner and 
was standing beside her, listening with all 
his ears, and gazing up in her face with his 
large soft blue eyes. 

‘And where will nurse, and ‘Liza, and 
baby, and me sleep,’ he asked. 

His mother laughed. 

‘You won’t be forgotten,’ she said. ‘Nurse 
and baby will have the old nursery, and you 
will have a little cot beside them, I daresay.’ 

A look of satisfaction crept over his face. 

‘And ’Liza? he asked. 

‘Oh, poor ’Liza won't be forgotten either,’ 
said his mother. 

Denis grew brighter after this conversation, 
and at tea that afternoon, when all the 
children were talking, he joined in as usual. 

‘Mother told me where you’se all to sleep 
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at Granny’s house,’ he announced, impatiently. 
‘T’m to sleep with nurse and baby.’ 

‘Yes, of course, because you ’re such a baby 
yourself,’ said Linda. ‘Nettie and I are to 
have a room to ourselves like we have at 
home. I hope itll be the turret room at the 
end of the gallery. Ido so love the gallery 
—at night, you know, when the moon comes 
in through the coloured glass and makes all 
the faces of the pictures look so queer—red 
and purple, and blue and green. The red 
ones look quite jolly, but the green and blue 
ones look ‘dreadful.’ 

‘Like ghosts,’ suggested Lambert. 

‘Yes, something like that, I suppose,’ said 
Linda, as if she was in the habit of seeing 
ghosts, and knew quite what they were like. 

‘Or like us when we play snapdragon—at 
the end, you know, when they throw salt in 
among the brandy,’ suggested Nettie. 

‘Don’t talk about that, please, Nettie,’ 
whispered Denis, tugging softly at his sister’s 
arm. 

Nettie looked surprised, but she understood 
Den better than did any of the others, so 
she said no more; but later in the evening, 
when they were alone; she asked him Whe 
he meant, 
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‘TI don’t know,’ said Denis; ‘don’t ask me; 
I want to forget about it,’ and he gave a little 
shiver. 

And question as Nettie would, he could not 
be got to explain further. 

There was only one Sunday at home before 
the day came for going. It was a cold and 
snowy day ; too cold, it was decided, for’ the 
children to go to church, so in the afternoon 
their mother sent for them all to read with 
her. The stormy weather led to their talking 
about adventures in winter—about poor travel- 
lers being lost in the snow, and the brave 
things that had been done to rescue them 
sometimes, and the children’s mother told 
them some stories which they thought very 
interesting. 

‘What is “brave ?”’ asked Denis suddenly. 
He was sitting beside his mother, and was 
holding her hand. 

Mother looked round. 

‘Suppose you each answer Denis’s ques- 
tion?’ she said. ‘I'll begin with you, Alex, 
as you're the oldest. What does true bravery 
mean 2?’ 

“Den didn’t say “true” bravery, mother, 
objected Linda, who had already shrugged 
her plump shoulders contemptuously at her 
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little brother’s question, with a muttered ‘So 
silly—anybody could tel] that.—‘He only 
said, ‘ what does ‘brave’ mean?” If you say 
“true bravery,” it gets more puzzling.’ 

Mother looked at Linda with a rather 
amused expression. 

‘That is why I added the word you object 
to, my dear Linda. I want you all to think 
about it a little, not just to answer what 
“anybody can tell,” without reflecting at all.’ 
Linda blushed. Sometimes it was annoying 
that mother had such quick ears. But she 
said nothing. ‘Come, Alex,’ continued mother, 
‘what is true bravery ?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know. J don’t see anything 
puzzling, said Alex, looking puzzled, never- 
theless. ‘It just means not being afraid of 
anything. It’s just the way people are made. 
Some are afraid, and some aren’t. I’m never 
afraid, but it’s just that I’m made that way,’ 
he went on. 

‘But if that’s it, it has nothing to do with 
being good, said Lambert, who was more 
thoughtful than Alex. ‘I mean, it’s no use 
thinking about a thing that comes of itself 
like that, mother. And yet being brave is: 
always counted as if it was something good, 
something to be praised for.’ 
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He raised his face to his mother’s, question- 
ingly. 

‘Well, try and put your feeling about it 
into words,’ she said. 

Lambert hesitated. 

‘I know,’ said Linda, confidently. ‘Mother 
means that true bravery is when there’s no 
pretending about it. Some people who are 
really afraid pretend they ’re not—boastingly, 
you know.’ 

‘And that is one sort of cowardice,’ said 
her mother. ‘They don’t own the truth, 
because they’re afraid of being thought afraid. 
You're right so far, Linda; but you do not 
go quite far enough.’ 

A little eager sound from Nettie caught 
her attention. 

‘Well, Nettie, have you something to say ?” 
she asked. 

‘I don’t quite know,’ Nettie began. ‘I 
thought I could see it, but I’m not sure. 
But isn’t it a little like this, mother—that 
whether one’s afraid or not, one should try to 
do anything that’s right to do ? 

Her mother smiled. . 

‘Yes, that is something like it, she said. 
‘That’s what I have been wanting you to 
get to see. The mastering the fear—that is 
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the truest bravery of all. Not for what others 
may or may not think of us, but because it 
is right. When a duty comes in the way, 
something right or good or kind to do, a 
really brave person, man, woman, or chil.l, 
will do it even if it is something which they 
fear to do.’ 

‘But still” Lambert objected, ‘there are 
some people praised for being brave who don’t 
feel fear—like what Alex said. Should they 
not be praised, mother ?” 

‘Certainly they should be praised for doing 
right at risk to themselves,’ said his mother, 
‘It is a great blessing to be naturally brave— 
what is called physically brave. But I doubt 
if even the naturally bravest men have never 
known fear. It is the determination to do 
their duty at all costs that keeps them brave 
and gives strength and courage. And this 
even the most timid by nature can learn; so 
this is what I call true bravery. Not the 
unreasoning courage of a lion or a bulldog, 
but the courage of a man who knows his duty 
and will do it.’ 

The children sat silent—each in his or her 
own way thinking over their mother’s words. 
One only had said nothing, but he was pon- 
dering deeply, and his mother, glancing round, 
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saw Denis gazing before him with a curious 
look in his innocent blue eyes. 

‘Do you understand a little, Denis, my 
boy? she asked, with a smile. 

‘I fink so,’ he answered softly, and she felt 
him squeeze the hand he held. But that was 
all he said. 


ail 
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CHAPTER II._GRANNY AND THE CHILDREN. 


2341 winter afternoon, they were all arriving 
at Baronscourt. The ground was 
white with snow. 

‘What a storm there must have been here,’ 
said the children’s father. ‘The snow is quite 
deep, much deeper than with us.’ For their 
home was at some hours’ distance, and farther 
south. 

‘Do you fink anybody will be lost in the 
snow, Nettie?’ whispered Denis to his sister. 

They two were seated opposite their father 
and mother in their grandmother’s brougham, 
which had been sent to the station to meet 
them, with a large covered wagonette for the 
rest of the party. 

Nettie smiled at Denis. 

‘Not here, Den, she said. ‘It’s very 
seldom people are lost in the snow in England. 
It’s in far-away hilly countries like Switzer- 


land.’ 
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‘Was it there that mother was reading 
about ?’ asked Denis, only half satisfied. 

‘Yes,’ said Nettie. ‘It’s there that they 
have the great big dogs that are so good, 
going looking for the poor people in the 
snow.’ 

‘I shouldn’t like to live in that country, 
though I would love the dogs,’ said Denis. 
And then jumping up in his seat with a 
scream of delight, ‘O Nettie, O Nettie,’ 
he cried, ‘look, look! There’s dear little 
Prin coming to meet us all in the snow ; dear 
little Prin; oh, I hope he won’t get covered 
up. Mayn’t we stop to take him in?’ 

“We’re quite close to the house, dear,’ said 
his mother, smiling at his pleasure. ‘Prin 
will be all right. Granny will not let him 
go far alone, you may be sure.’ 

And as she said so, Prince, whose little 
smooth, jet-black body looked very funny in 
the snow, turned round after two or three 
sharp barks of welcome, and made for the 
house again. 

‘He’s gone to tell them we’re come,’ said 
Denis ; ‘isn’t he a sensible dog, Nettie? I 
don’t think I love anybody better than Prin,’ 
he said, ecstatically. 

They were at the front door by this time, 
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and there, a little way back in the shelter of 
the hall, for it was very cold, and she was no 
longer a young lady, stood dear Granny wait- 
ing to welcome them. 

Granny, I must tell you, was not the 
children’s grandmother, but the great-aunt of 
their mother. She seemed, therefore, a kind 
of great-grandmother to Denis and his brothers 
and sisters, and to have called her ‘ Aunt,’ or 
anything else but ‘Granny,’ would have been 
impossible. She was old; very old, I daresay 
she seemed to the children, but yet there 
was a delightful sort of youngness about her, 
which made them feel as if they could tell 
her anything, with a certainty of being under- 
stood. And of all the children she loved and 
who loved her, I don’t think any felt this 
beautiful sort of sympathy more than quiet 
little Denis. It was a long time—in child 
life a very long time—since he had seen her, 
six months ago, a tenth part of the whole 
time which Denis had spent in this world— 
but when he saw dear Granny standing there 
in the doorway, her sweet gentle old face all 
over smiles of pleasure, it seemed to him 
that he had never been away from her at all. 

‘Dear Granny,’ he said softly, when his 
turn came to be kissed, ‘dear Granny, I do 
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‘amember you so well—you and Prin ;’ and he 
was not at all offended when the others 
laughed at his funny little speech—a long 
_ speech for Den; he thought they were only 
laughing because they all felt so pleased to be 
back with Granny and Prin again. 

‘My dear little boy,’ Granny said, as she 
kissed him, ‘this is very sweet of you. And 
you may be sure Granny and Prin haven’t 
forgotten you.’ 

And Denis, looking up, thought that Granny 
was the prettiest lady in the world, ‘next to 
mother.’ She was very pretty, at least in the 
sight of those who do not think beauty is only 
to be found in the bright eyes and fresh roses 
of youth. And, indeed, Granny’s eyes were 
bright still, and when she was very pleased, 
or sometimes when she was very vexed—for 
Granny could be vexed when it was right 
she should be—her cheeks, soft and withered 
_ as they were, would grow rosy as when she 
was a girl. They were rosy just now, with 
pleasure, of course, and perhaps with a little 
tiredness ; for there were a great many people 
staying in the house, and large as Granny’s 
heart was, it was rather tiring to so old a 
lady to attend to so many guests. 

‘Iam so glad you have come, my dear,’ 
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she whispered to Denis’s mother. ‘ You will 
help me better than anyone. It was right I 
think to fill the old house again this Christ- 
mas, but my heart fails me sometimes when 
I think of those who are no longer among us. 
And yet they are among us—just at these 
times, my dear, all the old faces seem to be 
smiling back at me, the last of the generation. 
The house seems filled with their presence to 
me as much as with the living friends who 
are about me.’ 

The children’s mother pressed Granny’s arm. 

‘Dear Granny,’ she said, ‘don’t talk like 
that. We couldn’t do without you yet awhile. 
You are tired, dear Granny. Now it will be 
all right. I shall do all, and you must rest.’ 

Denis had been standing close beside them. 
He heard what Granny said without under- 
standing thoroughly what she meant, and a 
very grave, awe-struck look came over his 
face. 

‘Does Granny mean that they come out 
really ?’ he said to himself with a little shiver. 
‘Granny doesn’t seem frightened,’ he added. 
‘I mustn’t be frightened, but I’m so glad I’m 
to sleep in nurse’s room.’ 

Poor little man. There was disappoint- 
ment in store for him. His mother would 
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not let Granny go up-stairs to show them 
their rooms as she wished to do. 

‘No, no, Granny,’ she said, ‘I know them 
-all quite well. Take Granny back to the 
library, Edith,’ she added to one of the young 
ladies staying in the house. ‘I’ll come down 
in five minutes when I have settled the chil- 
dren in the nursery.’ 

Granny’s maid met them at the top of the 
first stair, and went with them to their rooms. 

‘Yes,’ said the children’s mother, ‘that will 
all do beautifully. Linda and Nettie in the 
room beside me, nurse and baby in the old 
nursery, the boys in one of the turret rooms, 
and Denis—let me see—isn’t there to be a 
little bed for him in the nursery ? 

They were on their way from the nursery 
to the boys’ room when she said this; Denis 
beside his mother still, holding her hand. 

‘No, ma’am,’ said Tanner, the maid, ‘my 
lady thought Master Denis would be better 
in the little room beside his brothers’. It’s a 
very little room, but big enough, I daresay, 
for such a little gentleman. It would not 
have been easy to put another bed in the 
nursery, without filling it up so. And my 
lady thought Master Denis would be proud 
to have a room of his own.’ 
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‘Yes, indeed,’ said his mother ; ‘how kind 
of her.’ 

They were passing along the picture gallery. 
All of them together, except nurse and baby, 
who had stayed behind by the nursery fire. 
Linda, Alex, Lambert, and Nettie in front ; 
mother and Denis and Tanner behind. Denis 
tightened his hold of his mother’s hand, but 
-said nothing. 

‘I wish we had one of the turret rooms,’ 
said Linda; ‘this gallery is so lovely to run 
along every time one goes to one’s room. I 
like this gallery the best of anything in the 
house.’ 

‘And best of all in the moonlight,’ said 
Alex. ‘Don’t you remember, Linda? For 
my part I prefer it in the day-time, or well 
lit up, like just now.’ 

‘What a goose you are!’ said Linda. ‘Do 
you mean to say you’d be afraid to come 
here in the moonlight ? 

‘Hush, children, don’t talk so foolishly,’ 
said their mother, for she never liked that 
silly kind of talk, especially before the little 
ones. ‘I quite agree with you, Linda, about 
this gallery being charming.’ 

They all stood for a moment—they were 
close to the end door by now, the door that - 
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opened into the anteroom, from whence opened 
the turret rooms—and looked back. It was 
worth looking at. Lighted by the old- 
fashioned lamps that hung at intervals from 
the dark oak ceiling, which reflected their rays 
like a black mirror, the old gallery, with its 
coloured glass windows at one side, the small, 
leadened panes looking quaint and mysterious, 
though their tints could not, of course, be 
seen, and the rows and rows of silent portraits 
looking down upon you from the other side, 
seemed like a dream of a long-ago world, the 
merry voices and bright glances of the chil- 
dren striking one as almost out of place, and 
the grave faces appearing to gaze at them in 
disapproval. 

‘It was not meant for a picture gallery long 
ago, said their mother: ‘if it had been, these 
windows would not have been placed so, and 
they certainly would not have had coloured 
glass. These portraits used to be in the large 
saloon and the drawing-room, but they made 
them look so gloomy that Granny’s father 
hung them up here,’ and so saying she opened 
the door and crossed the passage to the boys’ 
room, followed by all the five. 

‘How jolly!’ said Alex and Lambert in a 
breath, and with good reason, for their room 
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looked the picture of comfort, with its deep 
window-seats and wainscoted walls, and the 
radiance of the brightly-burning fire over all. 

‘The boys don’t have fires in their bedroom 
at home,’ observed Linda. 

‘And they need not have one here every 
day,’ said their mother. ‘It’s just for a 
welcome at the beginning,’ 

‘And because it really is so cold. I hardly 
think my lady would be pleased if they hadn’t 
one, said Tanner with a smile, which made 
Alex and Lambert think she was very kind 
indeed. 

Then they all turned to look at Denis’s 
little room. It was very snug and cosy, 
though very tiny. It did not open into his 
brothers’, but was just across the little ante- 
room. 

“You will be very happy in here, won’t 
you, Den?’ said his mother brightly ; and not 
noticing that the little fellow did not reply, 
she hurried away, for she was anxious to go 
down to the library and help Granny with 
afternoon tea for her guests. 
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CHAPTER III.—THE PICTURE GALLERY. 


wINDA and Nettie turned to go back 
125)| to the nursery, where tea was waiting 

= for them. Denis took hold of Nettie’s 
hand to go too, but Alex and Lambert 
remained behind to explore further their new 
quarters. 

‘Nettie,’ said Denis, pulling his little sister 
back a little. ‘I wish I might have slept in 
the old nursery with nurse and baby.’ 

‘Why, Denis dear?’ said Nettie in sur- 
prise; ‘your little room is so pretty, and I 
never knew you were frightened of sleeping 
alone.’ 

**T’m not,’ said Denis. ‘It’s not that.’ 

‘What is it, then?’ said Nettie. ‘It’s such 
a pity.-you don’t like it, when Granny’s 
planned it so to please us. We should seem 
pleased, Denis, for you know Granny is rather 
sad, Last Christmas she was too sad to have 
anybody, for poor old uncle had died, you 
‘know. _And it’s so good of her to have us 
all this Christmas. Mother says Granny’s 
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only pleasure is to make other people 
happy.’ 

‘I do love Granny,’ said Denis. 

‘Well then, don’t you think you should 
try to be pleased with what she’s planned for 
us—with your nice little room?’ 

‘I are pleased with my room,’ replied Denis. 
‘T like it werry much.’ 

Nettie stared at him as if she thought he 
was losing his senses, 

‘Then what do you mean?’ she asked. 

Denis looked round. They were still in 
the picture gallery. He pulled Nettie on, 
and when they were in the passage on to 
which at. this end the gallery opened, he shut 
the door and drew his sister into a corner. 

‘Nettie,’ he said, ‘you won't never tell, 
will you?’ 

‘No,’ said Nettie, rather rashly. 

‘I wouldn’t tell anybody but you, Nettie. 
Linda can’t hear, can she?’ 

‘Oh no, she’s run on to the nursery.’ 

‘Nettie, he continued, ‘it’s not my room. 
It’s the picshurs,’ here he shook his head 
solemnly. ‘It’s having to pass the picshurs. 
It’s dreadful. But, O Nettie, don’t tell. I¢ 
began last year when we was here. They 
try to catch me, Nettie. I’m almost sure 
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they do. They come down off the wall and 
run after me—at least I fink they do.’ 

‘But they can’t, said Nettie, very much 
impressed, but still full of common sense; 
“they can't, Denis. Pictures is pictures— 
they can’t walk or run. Just think, they ’re 
not alive—they re not even like dolls, 
They ’re only thin bits of paper or wood—or 
—or—whatever it is pictures are painted on.’ 

But Denis still shook his head. 

‘I know that,’ he said. ‘I’ve thought of 
that, but it’s no good. When I’m not there 
I think that way, but as soon as I’m there it 
begins. Their eyes all look at me, and I’m 
sure they begin to get down to run after me 
as soon as I’ve passed. It’s worst at night, 
like now, when the lamps is lighted. It isn’t 
so bad in the day. But, O Nettie, it must 
be worstest in the moonlight,’ and he gave a 
little shiver; ‘don’t you ’amember what Linda 
said about it—all the colours on the faces, you 
know ?” 

‘But anyway,’ said practical Nettie, ‘you 
don’t need to see them in the moonlight. 
You never need to go along there after the 
lamps are put out at night.’ 

‘No,’ said Denis, but not as if he found 
much consolation in the thought. 
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‘And if you’d let me tell mother,’ continued 
Nettie, ‘I’m sure she’d change it some way. 
You might sleep with Alex, and Lam have 
your room.’ 

‘That wouldn’t do any good,’ objected Denis. 
‘It’s not the room I mind.’ 

‘Oh no, of course. I forgot. But Den, I 
daresay it could be settled for you to sleep in 
the old nursery after all.’ 

‘No,’ said Denis. ‘I’m going to try, Nettie. 
I want to be brave, and I don’t want to vex 
Granny and mother. So you mustn’t tell. 
You won't, I know, ’cos you’ve pomised. I’m 
going to try running very fast along the 
gallery every time and look at the window 
side, not at the pictures. Then p’raps it 
won't come.’ 

‘It. What?’ asked Nettie, in an awe-struck 
tone. She was very much impressed by the 
whole, and felt no small admiration for Denis. 
‘Is there one more than the others that tries 
to catch you.’ 

‘No,’ said Denis. ‘I mean the feeling when 
I say “it.” Oh, it’s dreadful!’ he repeated. 
‘But do you know, Nettie,’ he went on, ‘I 
fink Granny knows somefin about it. She said 
somefin to mother. But she didn’t seem 
frightened. P’raps they don’t try to catch 
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her. She said they smiled at her?’ and Denis 
looked up at Nettie with great bewilder- 
ment. 

‘She couldn’t have meant the pictures,’ 
said Nettie decisively. 

‘She said, the old faces, and there isn’t any 
other old faces,’ persisted Denis. 

‘Well, never mind about that,’ said Nettie, 
resolving privately, nevertheless, to try to 
find out what it was Granny had said. ‘You 
didn’t understand, perhaps, Denis. You’re 
only a very little boy still, you know, and 
big people do say things sometimes that 
sound quite different from what they mean. 
We must go to the nursery to tea now, but 
I'll tell you one thing. Every time you have 
to run along the gallery I'll try to go with 
you, and then p’raps you'll get not to mind. 
Of course if you were frightened in the night, 
you have Alex and Lambert close to.’ 

‘I’m not frightened in the night. I’m not 
frightened nowhere ’cept there. Thank you, 
dear Nettie. You’ll hold my hand, won’t 
you? and we’ll run together, and praps Il 
get not to mind. I don’t fink I can leave off 
minding, but I want to be brave.’ 

And holding up his little face to be kissed, 
Denis went back to the nursery with Nettie, 
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his heart somewhat lighter, I think, for having 
confided his secret to some one. 

It did not occur to Nettie that it would 
have been right for her to tell it. For one 
thing she had ‘promised, and with these 
children that word was a solemn one. ‘Then, 
too, she fully shared Denis’s dislike to com- 
plain or give trouble, partly from the wish 
to please Granny who was ‘so kind,’ partly 
from the strange reserve one often finds in 
even very little children. Few but those who 
have watched them very constantly and closely 
have any idea how much children will endure 
rather than complain. 

For some time nothing happened to cause 
Nettie to think more seriously of poor little 
Den’s strange fancy. He seemed to wish not 
to speak of it, and she did not lead him to 
do so, hoping always that he might come 
to forget it. But she did not forget her 
other promise. Every time that Denis had | 
to traverse the dreaded gallery, his faithful 
little sister, if she knew of it, was sure to 
start up to go with him. They used to run 
as fast as the slippery polished floor would 
allow them, holding each other’s hands, and, 
Denis at least, steadily avoiding to look at 
the portraits. In the morning early he did 


THE PICTURE GALLERY. ail 


not mind it so much, though even then Nettie 
often came to fetch him, if he had not already 
made his appearance when Linda and she 
‘were summoned to the nursery breakfast, 

‘It’s queer how Miss Nettie and Master 
Denis cling to each other,’ the under-nurse 
remarked one day. ‘I never noticed it So 
much before. It’s like as if he couldn’t move 
without her.’ : 

‘Miss Nettie’s a very kind little girl,’ the 
head-nurse replied, ‘but I do think she spoils 
Master Denis a little. He’s getting a big 
boy.’ 

That very evening, as they were beginning 
tea—and tea-time at Christmas is always after 
dark—nurse told Denis to run to his brothers’ 
room to tell them to come, for Alex and 
Lambert, having gone off to wash their hands, 
had not returned. Denis began slowly to 
clamber down from his chair, somewhat en- 
cumbered by Prince, who was, as usual, in 
his arms. 

‘Make haste, Master Denis,’ said nurse, 
rather sharply, though not unkindly. ‘You 
shouldn’t have the dog always in your 
arms, my dear. At meal times it isn’t 
nice’ 

Denis cast an appealing glance at Nettie. 
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She had already left her place and was at 
his side. 

‘Put Prince down, Den,’ she said, and the 
little boy did so, while Prince, shaking him- 
self, ran to the hearth-rug, moving round 
and round till he had burrowed an imaginary 
hole, where he comfortably ensconced himself. 

‘Mayn’t I go instead of Denis?’ said Nettie. 
‘72d run much quicker.’ 

Another time nurse would probably have 
said ‘yes, but her attention was aroused. 
She did not quite understand Denis and 
Nettie, and it seemed to her that they were 
not just the same as usual. 

‘No, my dear,’ she said. ‘It is better for 
Master Denis to go, as I told him first.’ 

But the children hesitated. 

‘Mayn’t we both go?’ persisted Nettie, 
taking Denis’ hand. But nurse shook her 
head. 

‘Miss Nettie, Master Denis will never be a 
big, sensible boy if you treat him so, Why 
should he not run off himself at once when I 
tell him ?’ 

The tears came to Nettie’s eyes, but Denis 
gave her hand a little squeeze. ‘ Whatever 
you do, don’t tell,’ the squeeze seemed to say, 
and Nettie dared not do anything more. 
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‘I'll go, Nettie dear, said Denis, and his 
little sister, looking at him, saw that, though 
he was very pale, there was a look of deter- 
mination on his face. He turned to the door, 
and Nettie, choking back a sob, turned back 
to her place at table, when suddenly the door 
burst open with a bang, and the two truants, 
Alex and Lambert, rushed in breathless and 
laughing. With a great sigh of relief Denis 
clambered up again on to his chair. 

‘We’ve had such a race,’ Alex began ; ‘we 
wanted to see who’d get to the end of the 
gallery first. I expect those old grandfathers 
and grandmothers are rather shocked at the 
noise we make, sometimes.’ 

‘There’s one at this end who does look 
so cross, said Lambert. ‘The one with the 
yellow satin dress, and her mouth screwed up 
so. He illustrated his words with great effect 
—‘just like Linda, when she’s in a temper. 
Ah! yes, that’s it, Linda,’ for his sister had 
turned from him with dignified disgust. ‘I’m 
sure I don’t want such an ugly old thing 
for a great-grandmother, but I’m afraid she 
must be some relation, she’s so like Linda.’ 

‘Nurse,’ began Linda, ‘do make Lambert 
leave off, he is so’—— 

But a voice at the door interrupted her. 
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‘Boys,’ it said, and the children looking 
round caught sight of their father. Up jumped 
the boys, and would have rushed towards 
him, had he not stopped them. ‘Don’t be 
so excited, he went on. ‘I only want to 
tell you that if the weather continues as it 
is, your cousins and I are going to Hatchetts 
to skate to-morrow. There is to be a large 
party there, for it is a capital place. Alex 
and Lambert, you may come with us if you 
like. We shall be back before your bedtime, 
any way.’ 

There was a shout of satisfaction from the 
boys, but Linda looked considerably annoyed. 

‘I’m sure father wouldn’t take you,’ she 
whispered to Lambert, who was sitting beside 
her, ‘if he knew how rude you are.’ 

‘I wish Nettie and I might go,’ she said 
aloud. ‘Couldn't we, father? The pond here 
is such a horrid little place for skating, and 
we can skate so well now.’ 

‘Me go too. Mayn’t me go too?’ began 
Baby, at which everybody except Linda 
laughed. 

“You, my pet!’ said her father. ‘Why, 
you'd be lost in the snow, and what would we 
do then without our Baby 2’ 

Denis looked very grave. 
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‘Prin would try to get her out,’ he remarked. 
‘Like the dogs up in those snowy hills.’ 

‘He means the St Bernard dogs,’ said 
_ Nettie. ‘Mother told us stories about them,’ 

‘Ah, yes!’ said her father. ‘But they are 
ever so much bigger than Prince, my boy. 
Much more fear of Prince being lost himself 
in a snowstorm, than of his rescuing anyone 
else, poor little dog.’ 

‘But there isn’t going to be a snowstorm,’ 
said Linda. ‘Father, mightn’t we go—I any- 
way ?’ 

“No, my dear,’ said her father. ‘It’s too 
uncertain. I hope the weather will keep up. 
If it doesn’t, no one can go. But it is too un- 
certain for little girls: the boys must learn to 
rough it, but you and Nettie must be content 
to skate on the pond here for the present.’ 

Linda’s face clouded over still more. She 
hated being called ‘a little girl,’ especially 
before her brothers. Her father turned away, 
either not seeing, or not wishing to seem to 
see, her vexation. 

‘Get to bed early, then, and be up in good 
time,’ he called out to the boys as he left the 
room. 
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CHAPTER IV.—MASTERING THE FEAR. 


“| The frost seemed settled, the sky 
gave no signs of storm. The party 
of gentlemen and boys started on their 
skating expedition in great spirits. 

‘Do you wish you were big enough to go 
too, Denis?’ said Nettie, as they stood at the 
door after watching them start. 

‘Not without Prinnie,’ said Denis, hugging 
his pet, as he spoke. ‘I don’t care to go any- 
where without Prin, and it would hurt his 
dear little feet to put skates on them, wouldn’t 
it.’ 

Nettie burst out laughing at the idea. 

‘Come in, children. Don’t stay there in 
the cold, their mother called out; and as 
they went into the library at her summons, 
Granny asked them what they were laughing 
at. 

“Twas Nettie,’ said Denis, gravely as usual; 


and when Nettie told her what had amused 


; 


( 
\ 
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her, Granny looked rather anxiously at 
Denis. 

‘And do you never laugh, my boy?’ she 
_asked. ‘If you say funny things that make 
other people laugh, how is it you don’t laugh 
yourself ?” 

Denis lifted up his face for a kiss, but there 
was an expression in his eyes which Granny 
did not quite understand. 

‘That child looks—I don’t know how 
exactly,’ she said to his mother, when Denis 
and Nettie had gone up-stairs. ‘He is such 
a dear little fellow, but there is a look of 
suffering or endurance in his face that I can’t 
understand. Your nurses are really kind to 
the children, I suppose 2’ 

‘Perfectly—I ’m sure of it,’ replied Denis’s 
mother. ‘He is always quiet. Perhaps he is 
a little disappointed to-day at seeing Alex and 
Lambert go off.’ 

But Granny wasn’t satisfied. She resolved 
to watch little Denis for herself. 

He was looking graver than usual even, for 
the thought was heavy on his mind that with 
his brothers away the whole day, the dreaded 
gallery would be worse than ever. With Alex 
or Lambert at hand, he could often manage to 
make the journeys to and from the nursery in 
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their company ; but to-day he had no one to 
depend on but Nettie, and nurse did not like 
Nettie always roaming about with him. It 
would not do to get Nettie scolded for being 
so good tohim. Poor Denis! He felt terribly 
deserted as he followed Nettie up-stairs, Prin 
at his feet. 

‘Dear Prin,’ he whispered, ‘I wish it was 
time for us to go back home where there’s no 
picshur gallery to frighten us. Only then, 
dear Prin, you wouldn’t be coming too, for 
your home is here, you know, dear Prin,’ 

Prin wagged his tail and looked up at 
Denis. It was all that he could do, poor 
little dog. 

The day kept up fine and bright till towards 
two o'clock. The clouds began to gather in 
leaden masses, and the dull, gray-blue look 
one knows so well in winter, came over the 
sky. 

‘I'm afraid it’s going to snow again,’ said 
the children’s mother, on their way home 
from the despised pond, where Linda and 
Nettie and some of the young ladies staying 
in the house had been amusing themselves by 
skating, and Denis had been allowed to slide, 
with Prince at his heels, of course. 

‘What a nuisance!’ said one of the girls, 
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‘All our skating will be over if it does, till 
the pond is cleared again. It is just nice now. 
And oh, by the bye, you will be uneasy about 
uncle and the boys if it snows’—for this young 
~ lady was a cousin of Linda’s and the others— 
‘won't you, aunt? WHatchetts is an awkward 
place to get away from in a snowstorm.’ 

Denis listened with all his ears, while his 
mother looked up anxiously at the sky. 

‘If it really comes on as bad as that, I hope 
they won't attempt to come home to-night,’ 
she said. 

‘They might be losted in the snow, and we 
have no big dogs!’ exclaimed Denis in great 
distress, as already a few flakes began to 
fall, 

‘Don’t be afraid, my boy,’ said his mother. 
‘Father will not do anything rash, you may 
be sure.’ 

But her relief nevertheless was great when, 
about four o'clock, a servant who had started 
with the party in the morning, came back with 
the news that the gentlemen were going to 
stay away all night. He had started as soon 
as the weather gave signs of changing, so he 
had got back without difficulty. The snow 
had not begun yet where they were skating, 
he said, but it was plain to be seen that it was 
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coming, though the. gentlemen hoped to have 
two or three hours’ good exercise, as they 
would dine and sleep with the friend on whose 
property they were. 

It was well they had so decided. By five 
o'clock the snowstorm was at its height. It 
was too dark to distinguish anything from the 
windows, but news came in from outside that 
the snow lay deep already, and gave no signs 
of leaving off. 

‘We must make ourselves as comfortable as 
we can,’ said Granny, as she told the servants 
to put more wood on the fire, ‘and be thank- 
ful that our dear ones are not out in any 
danger. So you’ve come to say good-night, 
dears, have you?’ she went on, as the little 
girls and Denis just then came into the draw- 
ing-room. ‘Good-night, my darlings; you’ve 
had a happy day, I hope, in spite of the 
weather ?” 

‘Oh yes, Granny,’ they answered eagerly. 
‘We ve had blind-man’s buff with Cousin Edith 
and the others in the hall.’ 

‘And now you’re sleepy and ready for bed. 
Good-night and pleasant dreams,’ and the 
children trotted off again. Granny had kissed 
Denis among the others, and had been pleased 
to see his little face rosier than usual, thanks 


Coogee 
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to the romp they had been having. A fter- 
wards she wondered to herself for not having 
remembered that with his brothers away the 
_ little fellow would be rather lonely in his part 
of the house, but somehow it did not come 
into her mind just then. Nor did it occur to 
his mother. So the children were put to bed 
as usual, and Denis made no complaint. Indeed, 
once in his little room he felt quite safe. 
Nurse had brought him herself through the 
gallery well wrapped up in her arms, having 
undressed him by the nursery fire, and he hid 
his face on her shoulder as she carried him, 
and avoided all sight of his silent enemies on 
the wall. 

‘You’re quite comfortable, Master Denis ?’ 
she asked, as she left him. 

‘Quite,’ he replied, ‘and nurse, you’ll let 
me have Prin up to-morrow morning ?’ 

‘Oh yes, dear,’ she answered kindly ; ‘you 
were a good little boy about him this after- 
noon. You shall have him to-morrow.’ 

Denis gave a sigh as he composed himself 
to sleep. He was not quite easy in his mind 
about Prince, whom nurse had sent down- 
stairs because Baby was in a cross humour, 
and cried when he jumped on her. 

‘Poor Prince,’ thought Denis. ‘I hope he’s 
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not very unhappy. Robert’ (Robert was a 
young footman) ‘p’omised to be kind to him, 
and not let him go out in the snow. I hope 
father, and Alex, and Lambert won’t be lost 
in the snow, ’cos Prin is too little to get them 
out. I hope’ But what he hoped more was 
lost in a confusion of ideas—Prince, and his 
father and brothers, and the falling snow 
seemed all mixed together in his brain, for 
Denis fell fast asleep. 

The snowstorm was over, though he did not 
know it; since six or seven o'clock no more 
had fallen. The clouds dispersed, though 
some of them were still to be seen hurry- 
scurrying over the face of the moon in a very 
provoking way, for she had come out in full, 
anxious to see what was going on down there 
on the earth, which she had not had a good 
sight of for some time past. She peeped in 
at the window of little Denis’s room and saw 
him sleeping sweetly, his little face flushed 
as he lay, a contrast to those of the long rows 
of Granny’s faded ancestors which she glanced 
at for a moment, through the windows of the 
gallery, as the clouds passed by. 

_ Suddenly Denis woke, and half-started up 
in his bed. What had awakened him? For 
a minute or two he could not tell. It was not 
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the moon, though she was there again, peep- 
ing in at the chinks left at the corners of the 
window-blind, and lighting up the white cover 
_of his bed. No, it could not have been the 
moon, for, as he became more fully awake, he 
felt sure he had heard some sound. He sat 
up and listened. Yes, there it was again, a 
low wail or cry, once or twice repeated, and 
seeming not far off. Denis sat bolt upright; 
he did not feel afraid, he only wondered very 
much what it could be; again he heard it; it 
sounded like a cry for help. What could it 
be? Visions of Alex and Lambert in the 
snow came into his mind. How dreadful if it 
was one of them! and the cry sounded so near 
too, as if it were some one at the side door to 
the garden—a door which opened close by the 
stair leading to the nursery. What could he 
do? Oh, if he only had one of these great 
brave dogs that his mother had read about! 
The thought made him start—was not the cry 
like the whine of a dog. Could it be Prince, 
his own dear little Prince out there alone; 
poor tender Prince, that could not bear the 
cold, and would be frightened? Could Robert 
have forgotten him? Up jumped Denis, and 
without stopping for slippers or dressing-gown 
ran to the door. 
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‘T will call Alex and Lambert,’ he thought ; 
‘they’ll come with me to let in poor 
Ezing 

But suddenly he remembered that Alex 
and Lambert were not there; they were stay- 
ing away till to-morrow. Denis stopped short 
—he must go alone to rescue Prince, alone 
through the terrible gallery. Bad enough in 
the daytime and with Nettie’s hand, or in 
the evening with all the cheerful lamps 
lighted, what would it be in the middle of 
the night, in the dark?—no, not in the dark, 
as just then his eyes fell on the strip of 
brightness across the floor; worse still, it 
would be moonlight in the gallery, and Denis 
shivered as he remembered what Linda had 
said of the look of the old portraits in the 
moonlight. 

‘No,’ he said aloud, ‘I can’t go. I can’t, 
poor little Prin. I can’t pass along there and 
feel them running after me with their faces 
all red and blue and green, and dreadful. I 
can’t.’ 

But just then a rather low piteous whine 
reached his ears. It half broke his heart to 
hear it, and at the same moment, as if by 
magic, some of his mother’s words that Sunday 
afternoon returned to the little féllow’s mind. 


~ 
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‘Mastering the fear—that is the truest bravery 
of all; when something good or kind to do 
comes in the way, to do it even if one is 
frightened.’ Denis stood up again. ‘I'll 
‘try to be brave, he thought. ‘I fink God 
will take care of me if I go to let Prin in, 
so that he won’t die of cold.’ 


66 BRAVE LITTLE DENIS. 


CHAPTER V.—A FRIGHT AND ITS CONSEQUENCES. 


Thane drew on his little dressing-gown, for 
Ay he was shivering with cold and excite- 
"ment. But his slippers he would not 
put on. ‘I can run so much faster without 
them,’ he said, speaking to himself in a 
low voice. Then he opened the door, crossed 
the little anteroom, and hesitating a moment, 
threw open the large door of the gallery. 
An instant he waited before he found 
courage to look up. Then he did go, with 
a half-acknowledged feeling that if anything 
too appalling met his eye, he could still rush 
back into the shelter of his own room. 

But all was still, strangely still, and the 
curious effect of the moonlight, streaming 
in, in fitful patches through the coloured 
windows, for a moment made him forget his 
fears in a sort of awe-struck admiration. It 
was even stranger than Linda had described 
it, for the clouds quickly rushing across the 
moon, caused a mixture of light and shadow, 
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coloured by the tints of the glass, like broken 
and confused rainbows. And had Denis not 
been too frightened to look at the faces on 
the wall, the effect of this jumble of light and 
colour and shadow would have been almost 
comical. 

But a glance was enough. Then literally 
gathering up his garments—that is to say, 
taking the skirts of his dressing-gown in 
his hands—the poor little chap dashed into 
the enemy’s country, looking neither to right 
nor to left, and ran—his little bare feet 
making a quick pitter-patter on the polished 
floor—ran as if for dear life! Fortunately he 
did not stumble: had he done so, I doubt if 
he would have been able to get up again—the 
terrible thought that something had caught 
him and made him fall would probably have 
altogether overcome him—but oh how long 
the gallery seemed, and oh how thankful he 
was to reach the other end and burst through 
the swing baize door that closed it! 

Here, in the passage, leading to the nursery, 
all was dark, or seemed so at first, though as 
Denis felt his way to the staircase, his eyes 
got used to the darkness, and gradually began 
to discern some light in it. He knew his 
way so well that even without this he could 
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have found the stair; and once on it, a little 
more light came up from the fanlight on the 
top of the garden-door below, and now Prin’s 
voice was heard again, quite plainly, showing 
that he was just outside the door, seldom 
closed to him, poor little dog, as he was 
accustomed to come in and out by it with 
‘the children on their way to and from the 
garden. 

‘I’m coming, Prin, dear little Prin,’ cried 
Denis, quite brightly and cheerfully now, as 
he reached the foot of the stair, and Prin 
in return gave a hopeful little bark; ‘one 
moment, dear Prin, till Denis opens the door 
for you, he went on, as he fumbled for the 
handle, which he knew he could reach. He 
reached it, and turned it, but oh, what a 
disappointment; the door would not open as 
it did in the daytime—it was bolted! At 
first Denis thought it might be locked, and 
he felt about for a key. But there was no 
key, and peering about in the uncertain light 
he saw high up something which looked like 
a bolt—far too high for him to reach, and 
probably too hard for his little hands to pull 
back. He had never thought of this, and 
he was terribly distressed—especially when 
another faint whine from Prince seemed to 
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ask why he was so slow. But it roused him 
too. 

‘Poor Prin,’ he said, ‘Denis can’t get the 
door open. Den will have. to’ go and get 
nurse to help. He'll be as quick as he can. 
Stay there, dear Prin, and then he turned to. 
climb the stair again, his feet this time per- 
fectly numb with cold. He must get up two 
fliights—past the day-nursery, to where nurse 
and baby slept, in what was called ‘the old 
nursery, a story higher than the other. But 
so long as there was no gallery to face, Denis 
did not seem to mind. He got on all right 
till he was crossing the landing or passage on 
to which the swing-door opened; then just as 
he was putting his foot on the first step of 
the second flight he was startled by a noise— 
a sound of footsteps approaching him, and, 
oh terror! from the direction of the gallery. 
In his fear he stood still, as if not knowing 
what to do. The steps came nearer and 
nearer with a rather slow, dragging sound. 
Denis still stood as if turned to stone. The 
baize door swung open, a light warmer and 
brighter than the moon rays gleamed through, 
and a figure stood full in the boy’s sight. A 
tall figure, it seemed to him, clothed in yellow, 
with pale face and powdered hair, all dis- 
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tinctly seen by the flame of the taper held in 
its hand. 

‘The lady in the yellow satin!’ screamed 
poor Denis ;'‘oh, it’s come true! She’s got 
out of the frame to catch me. O mother, 
‘mother, it’s so dreadful, and I did so try to 
be brave !’ 

His eyes closed, his legs gave way, and he 
half fell forward. What would have happened 
I don’t know, if a sweet, well-known voice had 
not reached his ears. 

‘Denis, my boy, don’t be frightened. 
Don’t you know me? It’s your own old 
Granny.’ : 

And half-laughing, half-crying, Granny went 
on talking till the boy took courage again and 
opened his eyes. 

‘Granny!’ he said, and then shivering 
again, seemed as if he could hardly believe it. 

‘Yes, dear, Granny, in her old white 
cashmere dressing-gown. Look, dear, and 
see.’ 

And white hair, like the picshur,’ he said, 
recovering himself. ‘And what a funny thing 
on the top of your head, Granny—all frilly— 
like’ 

‘That’s my nightcap, said Granny, now 
fairly laughing, and then she went on to 
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explain that from her room, which had an 
unused door opening on to the same landing as 
the boys’ room, she had heard him moving 
about, and fearing that something was wrong, 
and knowing the little fellow to be alone, 
she had come round by the other way to 
see. 

‘For that other door is never opened, and 
there is a chest of drawers against it,’ she 
said. ‘And when I found there was not a 
little boy in bed in your room, I came back 
to look for him, you see, Denis, and I thought 
I heard voices down below. For my ears 
are sharp still, though I’m such an old 
woman.’ 

‘It was me talking to poor Prin, said 
Denis. And then in his turn he had to 
explain all, and Granny, taking him back with 
her to her nice cheerful room where a fire 
was still burning, rang the bell for her maid, 
and in a few minutes poor Prince, the cause 
of all the upset, was happily warming himself 
and forgetting all his troubles on a 
hearth-rug. 

‘I'll go back to bed now, please,’ said 
Denis ; ‘I’m nota bit frightened now. I don’t 
fink I'll ever be frightened again,’ he added 
in a half-whisper, as he bade Granny a second 
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good-night. And you may fancy how proud 
he was, when Granny answered, ‘ Frightened 
or not, you’ve shown yourself my own brave 
little Denis.’ 

Mother was told all about it next morning, 
and of the good fruit her words had borne. 
But as she kissed her little boy, she explained 
to him and to Nettie, too, that in such a 


case there would have been no cowardice in 


telling her of Denis’s fears. 

‘I would not wish any of you to be tried 
needlessly, dears, you know,’ she said. ‘It 
would have been easy to put Denis into 
another room. Still I am thankful to see 
that, when there was need, my boy could 
battle with his fears and master them.’ 

But somehow, from that time, the picture 
gallery ceased to be a place of terror to 
Denis. For one thing, Granny pleased her- 
self by showing him all the old portraits in 
the bright daytime, and telling him many 
interesting and curious stories about their 
originals, till he got to have quite a friendly 
feeling to the bewigged and bepowdered long- 
ago ladies and gentlemen. Especially to the 


lady in the yellow satin dress, with the mouth _ 


like Linda’s! 
Granny often smiled to herself when she 
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put on her old-fashioned lace-frilled nightcap, 
and thought of how she had frightened poor 
little Denis. To ‘make up,’ she said, she 
gave him a present of Prince to be his very 
own; and you may be quite sure he was never 
again left out in the cold and snow, and that 
no dog ever led a happier life than he, in 
faithfully serving the brave little master who 
had overcome his terror, to do a good and 
kind action. 


THE END, 
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